I 8 6                    JO UJRNJBY THRO UGH HAS A         [CHAP. XIII

own master, never dreams of coming home, except under com-
pulsion.

Next day we rose at dawn, and crossed the hills of Kateef by
a long winding path, till after some hours of labyrinthine track
we came in sight of the dark plantation-line that girdles Kateef
itself landwards. The sea lies immediately beyond; this we
knew, but we could not obtain a glimpse of its waters through
the verdant curtain stretched between.

About midday we descended the last slope, a steep sandstone
cliff, which looks as though it had been the sea-limit of a former
period. We now stood on the coast itself. Its level is as nearly
as possible that of the Gulf beyond; a few feet of a higher tide
than usual would cover it up to the cliffs. Hence it is a deci-
dedly unhealthy land, though fertile and even populous ; but the
inhabitants are mostly weak in frame and sallow in complexion.
Our road, the highway of Kateef, led straight for an hour or more
across an extent of whitish soil, the dried-up bed of a shallow
salt-marsh; but in front, on our right and on our left, stretched
one continuous mass of palm-groves, where wound serpent-like
the broken arches and channels of an old aqueduct, the work
of the Carmathian dynasty. This served formerly to supply
Kateef with better water than that to be had in its immediate
vicinity; the entire length of the construction must have been
about five miles. Running streams, once conveyed over its
masonry, now wandered at random, about the level, or stagnated
in pools. The atmosphere was thick and oppressive, the heat
intense, and the vegetation hung rich and heavy around; my
companions talked about suffocation, and I remembered once
more the Indian coast. When arrived under the shade of the
tall close-set trees, we had to keep a causeway, narrow like that
of Banyan's Valley of Desolation, but not equally straight, and
where a " Christian" himself might have reasonably feared to
slip into the quagmire of mud and water on either side. Luckily
for us, instead of Apollyon and blasphemous fiends, we met at
every turn harmless peasants and artisans coming and going,
and still increasing as we approached the town. Another hour
of afternoon march brought us to Kateef itself, at its western
portal ; a high stone arch of elegant form, and flanked by walls
and towers, but all dismantled and ruinous. Close by the two